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SYNOPSIS.

llownrJ JpffrlM. banker' son. tinder
the evil Influence of Hubert Underwood.

feliow-stude- at Yale, leads life of
illBBli'tttlon. mnrrle the daughter of

ambler who died In prison, and dis-

owned by Ida father. He tries to grot work
and falls. former college chum makes

business proposition Howard wMcn
requires MS) cash, and Howard broke.
KoWit Underwood, who had been re-

alised by Howard wife. Annie.
collt-K- days, and bad once been engaged

Alicia. Howard's stepmother, has
apartments at the Astrurla, and ap-

parently In prosperous lrmtani
Howard reralls 1A loan Underwood
that remains unpaid, and decides ask
Mm for the 2.J0 be ds. mlcrwd
taklnK advantage of bis Intimacy with
Mrs. Jeftries. Sr.. becomes sort of
lilghwavman. Discovering his true chnr-act-

she denies him the house. Alicia
receives note from Underwood, threat-
ening suicide. She decides see
Mm He In desperate financial stra Is.
Art ulers for whom he has been acting

commissioner, demand aceountlnii.
He cannot make good. How-- rd erTrlea
rails an Intoxicated condition He nk.
Vnflerwoort for 12, "uO and told by the
latter .bat he debt up bis eyes.
Howard drinks himself Into maudlin
condition, and goes sleep divan

caller announced and Underwood
the drunkendrawn screen around

leeper. Alicia enters. She demands
rromlso from blm that he will not take
Ida lite, pointing the disgrace that
would attach herself. Undcrvvoo re-

fuses to promise utiles she will renew
Sier patronage.

CHAPTER VII. Continued.

don't believe you Intend to carry

out your threat. should have known
from the first that your object was to
frlshton me. The pistol display was
highly theatrical, but It waa only
bluff. You've no more Idea of taking
your life than: 'have of taking mine.

win foolish to come here. might
have spared myself the humiliation of

clandestine Interview. Good

night!"
She went toward the door. rnder-woo- d

made no attempt to follow her.
Jn hard, strange voice, which he
scarcely recognized as his own, he
merely said:

Is thnt f.ll you have to say?"
"Ye.;," replied Alicia, ns ishe turned
the door. "Let it In thoroughly un

erioid that your presence at my

lioiife in not desired. If you force
yourself upon mo In any way, you

must take tha consequences."
Underwood bowed, and was silent.

Pho did not see the deathly yaJWf
Jils face. Opening me uoor,

iiarimcnt which led to tho lit.

again turned.
"Tell me, before go you didn't

metui what you said In your letter, did
you?"

"I'll tell you nothing," replied
doKfiodly.

She tossed her head scornfully.
"I don't believe thutn man who U;

cowmd enough to write letter like
this ha3 the courage to carry out hi

threat." Utufllng the letter back Into
licr lug. nho added: "I nhould have
Thrown It In the waste-pape- r backet,
but (in .fi'couil thoughts. think I'll
keep it. Good-night.-

"Good niKbt." cchoel Underwood
liieclu;.ically.

I).' atched her go down the long
fc.Ulw;'. and disappear in the elevator.
Then, shutting Hie door, he came
tdowly l.ticlt Into thu room and sut
(in tit his det.k. For ten minutes he

nil '.hero motionless, bis head bent
foi'wtiid, every limb relaxed. There
wa i!'f Hilenee, broken only by How-

ard's rog'dljr breathing nd the loud

ticklrn of tho clock.
"U up," h9 luuttered to tilmsell.
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It's no use battling against the tide.
The strongest swimmer must go under
some time. I've played uiy last card
and I've lost. Death la better than
going to Jail. What good la life nny- -

way without money? Just a moment's
nerve and It will all be over."

Opening the drawer In the desk, he
took out the revolver again. He turned
it over In hla hand and regarded fear-
fully the polished surface of the In
strument that bridged life and death.
He had completely forgotten Howard's
presence in the room. On the thresh-
old of a terrible deed, his thoughts
were leagues away. Like a man who
Is drowning, and close to death, ho
saw with surprising distinctness a
kaleidoscopic view of his past life. He
saw himself an Innocent, Impulsive
school boy, the pride of a devoted
mother, the happy home where he
spent his childhood. Then came the
association with bad companions, the
first step in wrongdoing, stealing out
of a comrade's pocket in school, the
death of his mother, leaving home
with downward progress until he grad-
ually drifted into his present dishon-
est way of living. What was the good
of regrets? Ho could not recall his
mother to life. He could never rehab-
ilitate himself among decent meu and
women. The world had suddenly be-
come too small for him. He must go,
and quickly.

Fingering the pistol nervously, he
sat before the mirror and placed it
against his temple. The cold steel
gave htm a sudden shock, lie. won
dered If it. would hurt, and if there
would be Instant oblivion. The glare
of the electric light In the room dis
concerted him. It occurred to him
that It would eaoier in the dark
teaching out his arm, he turned the
eleetiie button, and the room was im- -

memaieiy piungou imo aarkness, ex
cept for the moonlight which entered
through the windows. Imparting a
ghostly aspect to the scene. On the
other side of the room, behind the
screen, a red g'uw from the open lire
fell on the sleeping form of Howard
Jeff lies.

Slowly, deliberately. Underwood
raised the pistol to his temple and
tired.

CHAPTER VIII.

"Hello! What' that?"
Startled out of his Gargantuan

slumber by the revolver's loud report
Howard sat up with a Jump and
rubbed his eyes. On the other side
of the screen, concealed 1'iom his ob-

servation, there was a heavy crash of
a body falling with a chair then all
vas quiet.

Scared, not knowing where he was,
Howard Jumped to his feet. For a
moment be Blood still, trying to col-

lect his senses. It was too dark to
discern anything plainly, but he could
dimly make out outlines of m sthi tic
furniture and bibelots. Alt, ho re
mombered now! llj was lu Under-
wood's apartment

Kubblng his eyes, he tiled to recall
how ho came there, and slowly his

bialn began tu work. Ho re- -

mombered that he needed 52.001). ttnd
that he had called on Hubert Under- -

wood to try und borrow Hie money,
Yes. bo recalled that perfectly well,

Then he und Underwood gut drinking
lAid and he bad lul'en uilcey.

I7 thought be hart heard a woman'
clec a voice he knew. Tcrhaps that

was only a dream. Ilo must fcavft
been asleep tome time, becnu?j the

ghts were out atid, seemingly, every
body had gonfl to bed. He wondered of:

what th noise which started It I

could have beea Suddenly ho heard
groan. lie listened intently, but all

waa Bi:il. The silence waa uncanny.
Now thoroughly frightened, How

ard cautiously groped bia way about,
trying to find tbe electric button. Ho
bad no Idea what time It waa. It
must be very late. What an asa ho
was to drink so much! Ilo wondered
what Annlo would say when bo didn't
return. lie wai a hound to lot her
sit up and worry like that. Well, this
would be a lesson to him It was the
iat time he'd ever touch a drop. Of
course, he had promised her the same
thing a hundred times before, but thia
time he meant It. Hla drinking was
always getting him Into some fool
scrape or other.

lie waa gradually working his way
along the room, when suddenly he
stumbled over something on the floor.
It waa a man lying prostrate. Stoop
ing, he. recognized the figure.

"Why It's Underwood!" ha ei
clnlmed.

At first he believed his classmate
was asleep, yet considered It strange
that ho should bavo selected so un
comfortable a place. Then It occurred
to him that he might be 11!. Shaking
him by the shoulder, ho cried:

"Hey, Underwood, what's the mat
ter?"

No response camo from the pros
trate figure. Howard stooped lower
to see better, and accidentally touch
lug Underwood's face, found It clam
my and wet. He held his hand up in
the moonlight and saw that it waa
covered with blood. Horror-stricke- n

he cried:
"My God! He's bleeding he's

hurt!"
What had happened? An accident
or worse? Quickly he felt tbe man

pulse. It had ceased to beat. Under
wood waa dead.

For a moment Howard waa too
much overcome by his discovery to
know what to think or do. What
dreadful tragedy could have hap-

pened? Carefully groping along the
mantelpiece, he at last found the elee
trie button and turned on the light
There, stretched out on the floor, lay
Underwood, with a bullet hole In bia
left temple, from which blood had
flowed freely down on hla full-dres- s

shirt. It waa a ghastly sight. The
man's white, set face, covered with
a crimson stream, made a repulsive
spectacle. Op the floor near tbe body
was a highly polished revolver, still
smoking

Ho ward first supposition was that
burglara had entered the place and
that Underwood had been killed while
defending his property. He remem
bered now that in his drunken sleep
ho had heard voices In angry alterca
tion. Yet why hadn't he called for
assistance? Perhaps ho had and he
hadn't heard him.

He looked at the clock, and was
surprised to find it was not yet mid-
night. He believed it was at least
five o'clock in the morning. It was
evident that Underwood had never
gone to bed. The shooting had oc-

curred either while the angry dispute
was going on or after the unknown
visitor had departed. The barrel of
the revolver waa still warm, showing
that It could only hava been dis-
charged n few moments before. Sud-
denly it flashed upon him that Under-
wood might have committed suicide.

Hut It waa useless to stand there
theorizing. Something must be done.
Ho must alarm the hotel people or
call tho police. He felt himself turn
hot and cold by turn as he realized
the serious predicament in which he
himself waa placed.- - If he aroused
the hotel people they would find him
here alone with a dead man. Suspi-
cion would at once be directed at him,
and it might bo very difficult for him
to establish bis Innocence. Who would
believe that he could have fallen
asleep in a bed while a man killed
himself in the same room? It sounded
pi t posterous. The w isest course for
'him would be to get away before any-
body came.

Quickly he picked up his hat and
made for the door. Just as he was
ubout to lay hand on the handle there
was the click of a latchkey. Thus
bended off, and not knowing what to
do, ho halted in painful suspense.
Tho door opened and a man entered.

He looked as surpri.-- d to seo How-
ard as the latter was to see him. Ho
was clean-shave- and neatly dretsed,
yet did not look the gentleman. His
appearance was lather that of a serv-
ant. All these details flashed before
Howard's mind before he blurted out:

"Who tho devil are you?"
The man looked u.tonlahed at the

question and eyed hla Interlocutor
closely, as if lu doubt ua to bis Identi-
ty, lu a cockney accent he said
loftily:

"1 am Ferris, Mr. Underwood's man.
sir." Suspiciously, ho added: "Are
you a frli nd of Mr. Underwood's, sir?"

lie might well ask the question, for
Howard's disheveled appearance and
ghastly face, still distorted by terror,
was anything but reassuring. Taken
by surprise, Howard did not know
v. hut to say, and like most people
qui ttloned at a disadvantage, ho an-
swered loiilishly:

"Matter? No. What makes you
I hi uk anything is the matter?"

Hi lulling past the man, ho addid:
"li s late. I'm J'.ulug."

"Stop u minute!" cried the man
servant. There waa something In

J Howard's niaiimr that ho did not like.
l'usblng quickly Into the sitting room,

j he called out : "Stop a minute!" Hut
llov.aid did not stop, 'ltiio.-- gme
him wlr.jis and, without wailing tor

i tho elivator, he wai already ball waj

down tbe firf.t staircase 'Abf Ml

card pt, outs behind him.
"Murder! Etop tblcf! Etop ttt

man! fctop that man!"
There was a rush of feet and hum

voices, which made Howard run
11 the Tauter. He leaped do.n four

Ktrp ot a time In bis anxiety to gftt
away,,, Put it was no asy matter

so many Bights of ataira. It
took Mm several minutes to reach tfca

main floor. , .
By this time the whoin hotel wai

aroused. Telephone colls had quick- -

warned the attendants, wua had
promptly sent for the police. V,f tbe
time Howard reached the main en-

trance be was inlorcoptod by a mob
too numerous to resist.

Things certainly Jooked b'ark for
him. As he sat, whits and trembling,
under guard In a corner of the en-

trance, hall, waiting for the arrival cf
tbe police, tho valet breathlessly gave
the sensational particulars to tho rap--

Idly growing crowd of curious on
lookers, lie had taken his usual Sun-

day out and on returning home at
midnight, as wag hla custom, he bad
let himself In with hla latchkey. To
his astonishment he had found this
man, the prisoner, about to leave the
premises. Ills manner aud remaiks
were so peculiar that they at once
aroused hla suspicion. He hurried into
the apartment and found hla master
lying dead on the floor In a pool of
blood. In bia hurry the assassin had
dropped his revolver, which was lying
near the corpse. As far aa he could
see, nothing had been taken from the
apartment. F.vldently the man was
disturbed at hla work and, when sud
denly surprised, had made the bluff
that he was calling on Mr. Under-
wood. They had got the right man.
that wns certain. He was caught red-

handed, and In proof of what he saw,
the valet pointed to Howard's right
band, which was still covered .with
blood.

"How terrible!" exclaimed a woman
bystander, averting her face. "So
young, too!"

"It s all a mistake, I tell you. It's
all a mistake," cried Howard, almost
panic-stricke- "I'm a friend of Mr.
Underwood's."

"Nice friend!" sneered an onlooker.
"Tell that to the police," laughed

another.
"Or to the marines!" cried a third.
"It's the chair for hla'n!" opined a

fourth.
Py this time the main entrance hall

waa crowded with people, tenants
and passersby attracted by the un-

wonted commotion. A scandal in high
life la always caviare to the sensa-
tion seeker. Everybody excitedly in-

quired of his neighbor:
"What ia It? What's the matter?"
Presently the rattle of wheela was

heard and a heavy vehicle driven furi-
ously, drew up at the sidewalk with
a Jerk. It waa the police patrol
wagon, and in It were the captain of
the precinct and a half dozen police-
men and detectives. The crowd
pushed forward to get a better view
of the burly representatives of the
law as, full of authority, they elbowed
their way unceremoniously through
the throng. Pointing to the leader, a
big man In plain clothes, with a
square, determined Jaw and a bulldog
face, they whispered one to another:

"That'a Capt. Clinton, chief of the
precinct. He's a terror. It'll go hard
with any prisoner be geta in his
clutches!"

Followed by bia uniformed myr-

midons, the police official pushed his
way to the corner where sat Howard,
dazed and trembling, and still guard-
ed by the valet and elevator boys.

"What's the matter here?" demand-
ed the captain gruffly, and looking
from Ferris to the white faced How-

ard. The valet eagerly told his story:
"I came home at midnight, sir, and

found my master, Mr. Robert Under-
wood, lying dead in the apartment,
shot through the head " Pointing to
Howard, he added: "This man waa
In the apartment trying to get away.
You see his hand is still covered with
blood."

Capt. Clinton chuckled, and expand
ing his mighty chest to its fullest,
licked bis chops with satisfaction.
This was the opportunity ho had been
looking for a sensational murder in
a big apartment hotel, right lu the
very heart of his precinct! Nothing
could be more to his liking. It was a
rich man's murder, the best kind
to attract attention to himself. The
sensational newspapers would bo full
of the case. They would print col
umns of stuff every day. together with
his portrait. That was just tho kind
of publicity he needed now that he
was wirepulling for aa inspectorship.
They bud caught the man "with the
goods" thut was very dear. He
promised himself to attend to the
rest. Conviction was what ho as
after. He'd see that no lawyer
got the best of him. Concealing, as
well as he could, his satisfaction, be

drew himself up and. with blustering
show of authority, immediately took
command of the situailnn. Turning
to a police sergeant at bis side, be
said :

"Moloney, this fellow may have bad
an accomplice. Take four officers and
w atch every eU I rout the hotel. Ar-

rest an) body titlemptin;; to leave the
building. Put two oilicers to watih
the tire escapes. fend one m.ui on

the roof. G i!"
"Yes, frlr," replied the sergeant, as

he turned away to execute tho order.
Capt. Clinton gavo two siiiJcs for-

ward, and catching 1 low aid by thu col-

lar. Jeikol Mill to h!s feet.
"Now, young feller, you come with

me! Weil go upstairs and have a
look at the dead mau."
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Thrust Upon Thrn.
Koine men are burn rich, soma

achieve riches nud some euur tha pe- -

;ltlcal arvua. liarvatd LiUiuoo. '
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K.ss'-n- of trouble, you

Simply dec.-lv- us by claiming to bs
Made-- of a double U
Here ffoea the bubble, you

Tteally coma from the doubling of V.

TV! TV!

Standing Ilka stubble, you
Won't be a vowel, and must Interft-re-

Hava In the middle of
Uwwdy wwlfyddle of Wales,

Then 'tlst said your sound wa can hear.

TV! W!
Ilullt up like rubble, you

Kamble around and you get In the way.
You double trouble, you
"Worrisome W

Can't you get out of our letters to stay?

Shirts.
The onward march of civilization

has Its obstacles.
Shlrta being made for men and

not men for shirts, every time a man
gets a new shirt or one cornea back
from the laundry the moral uplift
needs the application of the safety
brake and emergency clutch to keep
us from dropping Into the cellar
again.

Shirts are made of various kinds of
materials. After the sewing is fin-

ished they are left for a few hours In
a strong mixture of glue and concrete.
This fastens the back to the bosom
and stlcka the sleeves together. Rut-to- n

holes are then made In the neck-
band, and the bp.nd is then steeped In
cement so that the buttonholes cannot
be opened. The bosom la then adorn-
ed with buttons. These buttons are
sewed on with one weak thread, so
that when you try to button the shirt,
after having pried it apart with a pa-

per knife and strong language, the
buttons will fly away merrily.

Shlrta that are laundered are al-

ways sent back with the lower button
buttoned in, and ail the buttonholes
glued tight.

Dress shlrta are made with veneered
bosoms, with little round holes where
the studs are only supposed to be
placed. These bosoms are absolutely
Inflexible, and the studa cannot be In-

serted without the aid of a sledge ham-
mer, which is damaging to the dispo-
sition.

Tbe man who will Invent a buttom-les- s

shirt, which cannot be starched In
the neckband, will earn a monument
which will be lllumiuated at night.

i

Knock-Ou- t Drops?
( X"" 'l li

si"Do you know? Aa soon as I had
made a cup of tea for Mr. Hesibbers
he proposed to me."

"What did you put in It?"

Out for the Oust.
"I would suggest," says tho family

adviser to the heirs, "that you all
ilmro ihc expense of a memorial tab-

let to your late uncle."
"Good Idea," agreed the spokes-

man.
' Say a neat bronze baa relief bear

Ing the words: 'Here Reposes the Dust
of ;:be:ieier I'ntil the Lust
vlreat Day." "

"Not much." objects the spokesman.
"In the first place, that would look
funny over a bnk vault, and In the
next pltue. we aren't going to let the
dr.st Et ty thero long."

Too Many Side Chances.
"Ah." moaned the wife, when her

Tusl.and accused her of having flirt-

ed too much at diuner, "to think that
It is you who used to toll me my
eyes were like surs!"

"Hub:" growled the brutal husband,
"They're stars all right, but they're
not fixed stars, and you dou't seem
to be able to kerp them lu ihtjlr prop-

er orbits."

About

ifiOtilemoofi
The fxpr-rlcnr- of Mothorhtvxl l.

trying one to most women and mark
dluUuctijan f pocli In their Uvea. Sot

woman in nun-!!(j)d- rrd

is prepared or

.Jproperlycare forlier--
solf. or course near-
ly every woman now-
adays has medical

fl)treaimen i as ma
7 time of rhil.Uilrt'i- -

k' .tichbut many pproac!i
.s s f iperienre with

an organism unfitted for the trial cf
strength, and when the strain U over
her system has received a nbock frora
which it is hard to recover. Follow.
Ing; right upon this comes the r.rrvous
strain of caring for the. child, and ft
tusliuet Chang's, la the mother results.

There ia nothing more charming than
a happy and healthy mother of chiU
dren. and indeed child-birt- h under righ
conditions xis'ed be no fcazard to health
cr beauty. The unexplainable thing is
that, with all the evidence of shattered
nerves and broken health resulting
Irom an unprepared condition, women
will persist in going blindly to the trUL

It isn't 88 though the experience)
came upon them unawares. They hav
ample time in which to prepare, but
they, for the most part, trust to chance)
and pay the penally.

In many homes once childless ther
re now children because of the fact

that Lydia E. Tiiikbam's Vegetabla
Compound makes women normal,
healthy, and strong.

Any woman who would Iflre
special advice 'in regard to this m

matter Is cordially JnTited to
vrrlto to Bin. Plnkham at tynn,
M ass. Her letter will Ixs beld ia
strict confidence.

A Missionary Tree.
A missionary, during a Lenten tea,

said, pointedly:
"I have established missionary tree

all over the country. But perhaps you
don't know what a missionary tree Is?
A missionary tree la one whose profit
goes entirely to missions.

"A Roiborough farmer has in his ap-

ple orchard a golden pippin tree that
helps to support thj Chinese mission.
A Florida woman has an orange tre
that helps to uplift the cannibala of
New Guinea. A California nut farmer
devotes a walnut tree to the spread of
the faith in Zanzibar.

"Missionary treea," the speaker end-
ed, "are very good thlnga, but tie
principle that underlies thero need BOt

be confined to farms and farmers."

Not Exactly Patriotic.
He w as, let us say. Irish, waa among

several men of other nationalities, and
had imbibed several beverages. He
waa extremely anxious, moreover, to
uphold the glories of Erin, but was
not quite so sure of what waa going
on about him. A foreigner near him
remarked :

"An honest man la the noblest work
of God!"

The Hiberrlan didn't quite catch
what was said:

"Get out! an Irishman Is!" he
roared.

SCRATCHED TILL BLOOD RAN

"When my boy waa about three
months old hla head broke out with a
rash which vas very Itchy and ran a
watery fluid. We tried everything we
could but he got worse all the time,
till It spread to his arms, legs and
then to hla entire body. He got so
bad that he came near dyiug. The
rash would itch so that he w ould
scratch till the blood ran, and a thin
yellowish stuff would be all over hla
pillow la the morning. I had to put
mittens onhls hands to prevent hi in
cearing hla skin. He waa so weai
and run down that ha took fainting
spells aa If he were dying. Ilo waa
almost a skeleton and his little banda
were thin like claws.

"He was bad about eight months
.villi! vtr ,t iru vanillin, lit u.u.i. a

had not laid him down in hia cradia
In the daytime for a long while. I
washed him with Cuticura Soap and
put en one application of Cuticura
Ointment and he was so soothed that
he could sleep. You don't know ho'
glad I was ho felt better. It texsk one

j box of Cuticura Ointment and rretty
near one cake of Cuticura Soap to
cure him. 1 think our boy would have
died but for the Cuticura Remedies
and I shall always remain a firm
friend of them. There haa been no
return of the trouble. I shall be glad
to have you publish this true state-
ment of his cure." (Signed) Mrs. M.
C. Maltland, Jasper, Ontario, JUy 27.
1910.

Not Jutt What He Meant
he tho masquerade) Do you

think my costume becoming?
He (with enthusiasm) Yes. Indeed;

but you would bti lovely In an dla-guls- e.

Tt:l

Dili you bear It? How emKtr
rasritig. These stomach uoiscstnakey
you ibli you could sink through
the floor. You imagine everyone
hears them. Keep a box of

purse cr xcket
atul take a of one after eating.
It will relieve the stouudi of ga.

CASCARKTS ?Jo a bus for wk'
trcattuat. AllarucvisU.
to U- - uiUl u.uuu a iuuuva '


